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Fox hi ftealth, Wolfe in greedinefle, Dog in madnefle, Lyon in 
prey, let not the creeking of (booes, nor the ruflings of' Hikes 
betray thy poore heart to women, keepe thy foote out of bro- 
thell,thy hand out of placket, thy pen from lenders booke, and 
defie the foule fiend ,ftill through the hathorne blowes the colde 
winde,hay no on ny, Dolphin my boy, my boy,ceafe let him trot 
by. 

Lent . Why thou wert better in thy graue.then to anfwer with 
thy vneouered body this extremity of the skies j is man no more 
but this ? confider him well,thou oweft the worme no filke, the 
beaft no hide,the (beep no wooll.the cat noperfume,he’rs three 
ones are lophifticatcd, thou art the thing it felfe, vnaccomoda. 
ted man «s no more but fuch a poore bare forked Animal as thou 
art,otr,ofi you leadings, come on be true. 

Foe/e.Prithec Nunckle be content, this is a naughty night to 
fwim in now a little fire in a wilde field, were like an old lechers 
heart,a (mail fparke,all the reft in body colde, lookc hereeomes 
a walking fire. 


Enter Glecefler. 

£^.This is the foule fiend Strberdegtbit i he begins at curfue 
and walks t ill the firft cocke, he gins the web, the pinqueuer the 
eye, and makes the hart lip,mildewes the white wheatc, & hurts 
the poore creature of earth/withald footed thrice the olde anel- 
thu night Moore and her nine fold bid her, O light and her troth 
plight and annt thee.with arint thee. 

Kent. How fares your Grace ? 

Lear, What’s he ? 


£c»f,Whofe there? what ift you feeke? * 

Glofi . What are you there ? your names, 

F Poore r«w,that cates the fwimmirig frog, the toade. the 
toade pold.thc wal -wort,and the water,that in the fruite of his 
heart, when the foule fiend rages, 

Eates cowdung for fallets,fwallowes the old rat, and the ditch- 
dog, dnnkes the greene mantle of the (landing poole, who is 

±P'£r Tt'W 0 ty r th,ngf ftock -P“n^t and imprifo. 

dl horf! r A ^ fUtC$ C ° hi$ backe » fixc (birts to his bo- 

dy,norle to ride, and weapon to wcare. 

But 
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But Mice Rats.and fuch fmall Deere, 

Hath beene Toms food for feuen long yeare. 

Beware my follower, peace fnulbug,pcace thpu fiend. 

G/,* What, hath your Grace no better company ? § 
fV^.Thc Prince of darknes isa Gentleman, ***** nee s called, 

an S.Ourfle(b and bloud is growne fo vilde my Lord, that it 

doth hate what gets it. 

£df. Poore Toms a colde. ... 

Glofi. Go in with me, my duty cannot fuffer to obey in al your 
daughters hard commands, though their iniun&ion be to barre 
my doores,and let this tyranous night take hold vpon you, yet 
hauel venter’d tocomefeeke you out, and bring you where 

both food and fire is ready. 

Lear. Firft let me talke with this Philofophcr j 
What is the caufe of thunder ? 

Kent My good Lord take his offer, go into the houfe. 

Lear, lie talke a word with this moft learned Theban j whas 
isyourftudy? 

SdgMovs topreuent thefiend,and to kill vermine. 

Lear. Let me aske you one word in priuatc. 

Kent, Importune "him to goe my Lord,his witfbegin to Ytu 
fctle. 

Glofi. Canft thou blame him ? 

His daughters feeke his death. O that good Kent, 

He faidit would be thus,poore banifbt man. 

Thou faift the King growes mad,ilc tell thee friend, 

I am almoft mad my felfe ; I had a fonne 

Now out-lawed from my bloud.be fought my life 

But lately, very latc,I lou’d him friend. 

No father his fonne dearcr,truth to tell thee. 

The greefe has craz’d my wits. 

What a night’s this ? I do befecch your Grace. 

Lear.O cry you mercy noble Philofopher, your company. 
Sdg.Toms a cold. 

qiofl In fellow there,into th’houell, keepe thee warme. 
£c/ir,Come, let’s in all. 

~ Kent, . 
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